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0 Pan  l 

Is  this  my  heritage  ? 

1 turn  another  page 
Of  life, 

And  find  despair 
Is  written  there 
And  strife, 

0 Pan  ! 

0 Christ ! 

Is  this  my  only  gain  ? 

1 seek  for  God  through  pam, 
And  find 

But  pain,  and  learn 
What  I must  earn, 

Though  blind, 

0 Christ  l 


FOREWORD 


HAVING  been  present  at  the  con- 
ception of  some  of  these  poems 
and  at  the  birth  of  others,  it  will 
doubtless  appear  strange  that  I ex- 
press surprise  at  the  general  excel- 
lence of  the  collection.  Yet,  unbe- 
lievable as  it  is,  surprise  is  my 
dominant  emotion  as  I turn  the 
pages  of  the  completed  manuscript  of 
“The  Reed  and  the  Cross,”  left  with 
me  for  a day  on  its  way  to  the  print- 
ers’. Until  I saw  the  poems  thus  as- 
sembled, I had  not  realized  they 
were  so  good. 

Francis  Callaghan  and  I first  met 
four  years  ago,  when  he  was  seven- 
teen. We  met,  most  appropriately, 
in  The  Hobby  Shop,  a second-hand 
book-store  in  Winnipeg,  where  we 
both  lived  at  the  time.  Since  then  I 
have  watched  with  interest  the  un- 
folding of  a mind.  As  a friend,  I 
managed  to  survive  his  amour  with  a 
book  called  “Shelley”;  with  amaze- 
ment I saw  him  swallow  Rupert 


Thirteen 


Brooke — almost  whole.  Left  to  him- 
self, Francis  Callaghan  was  forever 
finding  the  mental  food  that  was  most 
nourishing,  and  most  wholesome.  At 
twenty-one  he  has  a creditable  know- 
ledge of  literature.  He  obtained  it  by 
following  a kind  of  instinct  that  has 
led  him  unerringly  to  seek  out  and  as- 
similate the  best,  and  to  reject  second- 
raters  with  a quizzical  grin  and  a 
cryptic  remark.  That  instinct  has 
been  his  only  guide  and  teacher;  and 
we,  who  have  understood  how  effi- 
ciently it  was  doing  its  work,  have 
been  afraid  to  interfere  with  its 
free  play. 

Only  those  who  know  him  can  ap- 
preciate how  heart-felt  and  simple  in 
essence  are  such  expressions  as  “Hel- 
ena,” “The  Poet,”  “Bluebells”  and 
“Vagabond’s  Song.”  For  he  is  a 
simple-hearted,  high-minded,  ideal- 
istic youth.  Whether  he  is  drawing 
his  inspiration  from  his  Irish  ancestry 
and  background,  or  from  the  Greek 
legends  with  which  he  has  some 
strange  affinity,  or  from  watching  a 
Manitoba  blizzard, — as  in  “O  Hurry- 
ing Ghosts  of  the  Wind” — he  is  at  all 
times  expressing  himself  as  simply  and 
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naturally  as  possible.  The  point 
needs  emphasis  because  he  is  an  un- 
usual type,  and  readers  might  think 
that  some  of  the  poems  are  affected 
and  part  of  a pose.  Nothing  is  far- 
ther from  the  truth.  The  rare  music 
of  his  lyrics,  and  the  genuinely  Celtic 
skill  of  his  cadenced  lines  have  been 
achieved  with  a minimum  of  self-con- 
sciousness. Impulsiveness  marks  the 
man,  and  spontaneity  is  his  distin- 
guishing characteristic  as  a poet. 

“The  Reed  and  the  Cross’’  does  not 
place  Francis  Callaghan  among  the 
major  poets.  But  it  contains  the 
promise  of  his  taking  that  exalted 
station  some  day.  Having  in  mind 
the  uncertainty  of  human  life — as  the 
old  wills  used  to  read — and  remem- 
bering that  of  all  creatures  the  poet 
is,  notoriously,  the  most  uncertain 
quantity,  it  would  be  absurd  to  pre- 
dict whether  Francis  Callaghan  will 
develop  to  the  fullest  those  powers  of 
which  he  is  undoubtedly  possessed. 
Considering  his  age  and  opportunities, 
his  present  achievement  calls  for  a 
stronger  word  than  remarkable.  With 
the  publication  of  this  volume,  con- 
taining such  notable  work  as  “The 
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Golden  Dagger,”  an  original  person- 
ality of  considerable  force  makes  his 
entry  into  Canadian  literature.  In 
welcoming  and  congratulating  the 
new  author  upon  the  winning  of  his 
first  laurels,  I wish  to  express  my 
reasonable  hope  that  the  present  offer- 
ing will  serve  merely  as  prelude  to 
mightier  harmonies. 

William  Arthur  Deacon. 
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THE  REED  AND  THE  CROSS 


THE  BIRTH  OF  SPRING 


A GENTLE  breath — a sudden  stir 
Of  sleeping  things, 

Of  rustling  wings — 

A restless  wonder  thrills  the  air — 

A robin’s  voice, 

At  which  the  silent  fields  rejoice, 
While  dewy-fingered  nymphs  of  morn 
Caress  the  tulips  newly-born. 
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THE  GOLDEN  DAGGER 


I 

ASH APELY  blade  of  beaten  gold ! 

Green  dragons,  twining  as  the  haft; 

Two  dusky  rubies  gaped  to  hold 
On  either  side  the  gleaming  shaft, 

And  shot  red  lightnings  with  the  flash 
That  flickered  down  the  dagger  keen, 
Slow-hammered  thin,  so  that  its  slash 
Bite  deep  and  stain  its  polished  sheen 
With  richer  red.  Within  the  flood 
Of  yellow,  pink  and  emerald  light, 

That  filtered  in  a drowsy  mood 

Through  deep-set,  lead-veined  windows,  bright 
With  grotesque,  angular  haloed  saints 
And  symbols  of  the  goldsmith’s  guild, 

Thick  with  must  and  aging  taints, 

By  many  a weblike  cracking  filled, 

The  cunning  artisan  did  raise 
His  finished  instrument  of  Fate 
To  drink  his  envious  fellows’  praise, 

And  gloat  to  watch  it  scintillate. 

He  bent  its  slender  tip  ’twixt  thumb 
And  finger — flick’d  it  sharply  free — 

And  laughed  to  hear  its  angry  hum. 

“’Tis  for  a courtesan,”  said  he. 
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II 


The  moon  loomed  huge  and  pale  from  out 
The  swooning  violet  deeps  of  night, 

And  ’mid  a golden  starry  rout 
She  faltered  forth  an  eerie  light 
Of  misty  silver  bloom  that  fell 

On  treetops,  domes  and  spires  serenely, 

And  drooped  a weird  and  mystic  spell 
About  a tragic  balcony. 

She  shuddered  chilly  on  the  flow 
Of  slow,  mysterious  waters  dark, 

That  swirled  round  posts  and  steps  below 
A rose-encircled  terrace  arc. 

A languorous  form,  elusive  grown, 

And  three  rich  voices  ’passioned  praise 
Of  Love,  with  quavering  lute-throbs  blown. 

Suddenly  the  moon  stared  down  in  a daze — 
A white  arm  leapt  to  the  banded  hair — 

A thin  gold  blade  in  a downward  flash — 

An  evil,  streaking  crimson  flare — 

A vase  knocked  down  with  a tinkling  crash — 
A dark  form  swayed  on  the  terrace  rail — 

A woman  laughed  — .... 
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PHANTOMS 


ACROSS  the  paley  glimmering  twilit  sky 
The  weary  clouds  are  slowly  drifting  by 
Above  the  far-off,  hush’d  and  shadowy  trees, 

That  brood,  and  clasp  their  leaves,  and  softly  ease 

To  ghosts  in  ghostly  skies  as  color  dies 

And  darkness  floods  the  world  with  restless  sighs. 

Like  vast  black  swans  with  sleeping  wings,  they  pass, 
A stately  host,  through  twilight’s  pools.  Alas! 
They  come  from  sunset’s  ocean,  where  they  leave 
The  corpse  of  daylight;  they  its  shroud  did  weave, 
To  follow  down  the  unknown  streams  of  night, 

The  ghost  of  day  unseen  by  mortal  sight, 

To  dirge  her  way  with  dim  and  mournful  song. 

Ah ! how  the  clouds  beneath  the  moon  do  throng ! 
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POETS’  SONG 


OH,  snow-breasted  Dian 
Gave  us  the  moon, 

But  sun-hearted  Pan 
This  ditty  doth  croon. 

Fleet  feet!  fleet  as  the  dawn! 

Oh,  fly  from  me  not!  Oh,  fly  from  me  not! 
As  the  dewdrop  flees  from  the  sun, 

And  fades  in  the  laurels  lest  beauty  be  caught. 

Oh,  frail  and  beautiful  Daphne! 

I yearn  but  for  thee, 

And  thou  fleest  from  me 
As  a lark  from  the  moan  of  the  sea. 

Oh,  this  is  the  sorrow  of  Poesy! 

Singer  so  sweet, 

Maiden  so  fleet, 

We  clasp  at  last  but  the  laurel  tree. 

Oh,  snow-breasted  Dian 
Gave  us  the  moon, 

But  sun-hearted  Pan 
This  ditty  doth  croon 
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THE  GIFT  OF  DAWN 


I FELT  a rush  of  beauty  and  delight, 

As  dawn  pursued  the  night 
Around  the  world,  across  its  giant  hills, 

And  filled  the  world  with  light. 

She  passed  me  like  a dream,  and  all  the  flowers 
Grew  bright  with  silver  showers ; 

She  passed,  and  left  me  for  my  many  ills 
A happy  wreath  of  hours. 
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VISIONS 


{HAVE  a sea  shell,  such  a fragile  thing 

It  is!  It  seems  of  bubbled  foam  that  froze 
When  elfin  sunbeams  streaked  it  gold  and  rose 
And  slow,  dark  waves  were  softly  cliffward  heaving; 
And  mermaids  in  their  echoed  caves  were  singing; 
And  gusts  of  drowsy  merriment  arose 
From  out  a village  where  the  red  grape  grows; 
And  lovers  down  the  sleepy  sands  were  strolling. 

O tiny  shell ! I pressed  thee  to  mine  ear ! 

Thy  voice  sighed  music  sweet  as  ancient  song; 

It  dimly  murmured  lovely  legends  dear 

Of  all  the  sounds  that  in  thy  bosom  throng, 

Until  in  vision  I did  seem  to  be 

A Grecian  in  that  village  by  the  sea. 
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THE  STREAM  OF  LAUGHTER 


STREAM,  little  stream! 

Oh,  how  did  you  come  to  be? 

“I’m  the  tears  of  a rainbow’s  dream,” 

Laughed  the  stream  as  it  danced  to  the  sea. 

Stream,  little  stream! 

Oh,  you  dance  through  my  heart  on  your  way 
And  you  fill  it  with  music,  and  gleam 
Like  a rainbow  within  it  all  day! 
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MEA  CHIMERA 


UNDYING,  unborn, 

O maiden  of  yearning! 

I am  saddened  and  worn, 

And  the  wan  moon  is  burning 
Like  ice  in  the  shadows. 

Oh,  heed  me!  Oh,  hear  me! 

Oh,  toss  down  a rose 

To  the  dark  grasses  near  me! 

Oh,  drop  down  a token, 

Sweet  Virgin,  from  Heaven, 

That  the  bond  is  unbroken, 

Though  the  sins,  which  are  seven, 
Shall  tear  me  and  maim  me, 

And  cast  me  aside, 

That  still  thou  wilt  name  me 
To  dream  by  thy  side 
In  the  glorious  peace 
Of  thy  love  and  thy  beauty! 
What  kisses  and  ease 

Art  thou  hoarding  for  me? 
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MEMORY 


OH,  store  your  golden  hours 

Of  peace  and  health  and  laughter 
To  dream  upon  them  after; 

Or  they  will  fade  like  flowers. 

And  leave  no  wealth  behind 
To  sooth  the  lonely  heart. 

For  they,  like  dreams,  depart 
From  out  the  restless  mind. 
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PASSION 


PALE  virgins  of  the  ancient  moon! 

In  cool  and  shadowy  bowers, 

You  dream  through  golden,  languorous  noon 
Of  midnight's  secret  hours. 

You  brood  on  soft,  delicious  joys, 

And  throbbings,  aches  of  love; 

But  only  honeyed  thought  employs 
Desires  that  fruitless  prove. 

Sad  darkness  through  your  eyelids  flows ; 

Your  phantom  voices  sigh 
For  death — when  whispering  passion  goes, 
And  dim  desires  must  die. 
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ONE  SUNNY  DAY  IN  SPRING 


ONE  sunny  day  I sauntered  out  to  see 
The  fields  that  spring  had  dressed 
In  green,  that  seemed  so  wonderful  to  me, 

By  barren  fields  oppressed 
All  winter  long. 

I choked  with  silent,  unforgotten  song. 

I strolled  along  the  river’s  edge, 

Along  a gently  sloping  ledge ; 

I saw  the  heavens  gleam  above, 

And  waters  ripple  blue  below, 

And  tender  grasses’  golden  glow ; 

And  thought  that  peace  and  quiet  and  love 
Were  all  the  happy  world  could  know. 

I loved  and  wandered  by; 

Nor  heard  a doleful  sigh 
From  branches  rattling  dry, 

Or  heeded  not ; 

My  heart  was,  oh,  so  glad. 

I have  forgot 

My  Maytime  gladness  now. 

My  heart  is  only  sad 
The  fuller  year  to  know. 
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RAIN 


I HEARD  the  rain’s  soft  lullaby  sigh  through  the  trees, 
And  the  slow,  dragging  drip  as  she  slid  to  the  ground 
from  the  eaves. 

I sighed  while  her  light,  wet  fingers  were  stirring  the 
leaves 

And  her  loose,  swishing  drapery  was  drenching  the  hills 
and  the  valleys, 

But  was  glad  when  her  moist,  cool  lips  she  brushed  on 
my  face 

As  she  swept  from  the  sweet-smelling  grass  with  her 
pattering  pace, 

Till  I heard  a dim,  steady  plaint  for  the  stars  and  the 
moon, 

That  the  rain  could  not  lull  with  her  drowsy,  mono- 
tonous croon. 
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A RAPTURE  SONG 


I AM  no  longer  thy  slave,  O wan,  white  moon! 

Now  I may  hearken  in  peace  to  the  twilight's  croon, 
As  she  drifts  on  her  silvery  wings  through  the  shadows, 
to  veil 

The  love-wearied  roses,  the  star-yearning  hills  and 
the  pale, 

Sad  lilies  that  bloomed  with  the  dawn  and  drooped 
with  the  day ; 

My  thoughts  no  more,  like  the  ghosts  of  the  autumn, 
shall  stray 

With  the  winds— I am  lost  in  the  infinite  heaven  of  quiet; 
And  my  glad  heart  chants  of  the  roses,  that  laugh  ’mid 
the  riot 

Of  sunbeams  that  dazzle  the  leaves  and  the  pools  in 
the  noon. 

I am  no  longer  thy  slave,  O wan,  white  moon! 
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THE  FIELDS  OF  HEAVEN 

THE  firefly  for  a phantom  host  of  dreams, 

That  tumbled  at  my  feet  and  round  my  head, 

I breasted  shadows  interlaced  with  moonbeams, 

Weird  fancies  that  the  leaves  when  fluttered  fed. 

The  tiny  waves  crept  in  with  sobbing  fright 

To  clasp  the  murmurous  shore;  the  brooding  trees 
Stretched  friendly  arms  from  out  the  restless  night; 

And  all  around  were  wandering  melodies. 

I thought  some  mad  magician  stirred  the  shadows, 

To  mix  an  alchemy  of  fate  and  life, 

Because  from  out  the  gloom  anon  arose 
Pale  visions  of  my  future  years  of  strife. 

Bright-cradled  in  the  gaunt  and  swaying  arms 
Of  autumn  trees,  of  lyric  foliage  bare, 

From  purple  heavens  filled  with  pearly  swarms 
Of  elfin  clouds,  like  souls  of  poets  there. 

The  white  moon  peered  through  tangled  clouds  and 
boughs, 

A blot  of  livid  flame  that  dazed  my  glance— 

And  then  my  spirit  left  its  mortal  house, 

And  all  my  senses  swayed  in  one  great  trance. 
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While  one  inestimable  breath  was  told, 

My  heart  with  tree  and  sky  and  wind  beat  one 
The  earth  a million  times  beneath  me  rolled™ 
And  then,  as  suddenly,  the  spell  was  done; 

I felt  as  though  my  lonely  soul  had  fled 

Through  mortal  bars  of  flesh,  and  left  a shell 
With  earth’s  vast  loneliness  of  dreamless  dead, 
Whilst  I in  Heaven’s  radiant  fields  did  dwell. 
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HELENA 


VAGUE  memories  of  an  old,  dim  Grecian  shore: 

The  floating  moon  unveiled,  her  opal  form 
Uptossed  by  phantom  clouds  that  crowd  the  night, 

That  icy  queen  is  passion’s  bitter  core! 

The  sea  reflects  her  sadness,  ghostly  warm 
The  gloomed  /Egean  heaves  a path  of  light 
Where  wistful  hosts  of  dreams  enweave  their  dance 
On  gently  fluttering  waves — O ancient  trance! 

Helena,  thou  and  I were  in  that  path! 

Rich  ages  flown  we  dreamed  beneath  a tree 

Whose  rustling  leaves,  like  half-tuned  lyres,  did  play 

A melody  that  lingers  like  a wraith, 

And  sighs  of  our  rare,  deathless  love  to  me; 

Thy  soft  dark  hair  with  fragrant  winds  did  stray 
To  kiss  my  lips  and  eyes,  ah ! sweet  it  were 
To  dream  by  thee  and  breathe  the  cool  night  air. 
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BLUEBELLS 


FRESH-BLOWN  bluebells  dazed  with  dew! 
Swaying  their  dainty  heads 
In  misty  emerald  beds — 

Dawn-born  chimes  from  out  the  blue, 

Far  exiled  here 

To  warn  the  rising  sun  to  stars, 

Who,  when  they  hear, 

Dismount  their  silver  meteor  cars, 

And  scamper  from  the  sky  in  fear. 
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A FAREWELL 


AUTUMN  is  calling  the  dead  leaves  home! 

\ I shall  go,  O beloved,  where  my  wild  dreams  roam, 
As  a star  shoots  up  from  a pool  to  the  sky 
When  the  voice  of  the  dawn  through  the  darkness  does 
fly. 

For  the  past  is  a dream;  for  the  future  I hope; 

And  blindly,  a shadow,  through  shadows  I grope. 

And  my  soul  knows  the  dawn,  but  my  eyes  fear  the  night, 
Though  my  failures  and  sorrows  have  filled  me  with  light. 

I am  tangled  in  visions  as  you  are  in  doubts. 

You  dream  in  the  silence;  I hear  the  far  shouts 
Of  the  legions  of  change,  as  they  gather,  and  run 
From  star  unto  star  at  the  will  of  the  sun. 

A pale  shadow  broods  in  my  heart,  of  the  sorrow 
That  soon  will  be  falling  on  you;  you  will  blow, 

O life-withered  rose,  down  the  blast  of  the  wind, 

And  only  in  heaven  my  love  shall  you  find. 

Oh,  lift  up  the  veils  from  your  blindness,  and  see 
The  swift-winging  ghosts  in  my  music,  and  flee 
From  the  shadows  away  to  your  haven  of  peace, 

False  friend,  ere  your  phantoms  of  evil  increase! 
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DESPAIR 


THROW  open  the  window!  Throw  wide  the  window! 

My  dreams  would  wander  away — - 
From  out  of  my  heart  they  go, 

From  out  of  the  realms  of  day. 

Throw  open  the  window!  Throw  wide  the  window! 

My  hopes  would  scatter  afar — 

They  flee  from  my  clasp  below, 

To  the  peace  of  the  morning  star. 

Throw  open  the  window!  Throw  wide  the  window! 

That  sorrow  may  creep  from  my  heart — 

I drearily  weep,  for  I know 

That  she  does  not  want  to  depart. 
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0 HURRYING  GHOSTS  OF  THE  WIND 

O HURRYING  ghosts  of  the  wind! 

What  do  you  seek  in  the  snow? 

Some  one  you  cannot  find 

Or  something  you  wish  to  know? 

Why  do  you  harry  the  trees — 

The  trees  so  helpless  and  blind? 

Why  on  my  breath  do  you  seize? 

Do  you  think  you  can  search  in  my  mind? 

Away!  take  your  moanings  and  go! 

Oh,  why  do  you  mock  at  me  so? 

I,  too,  am  looking  for  dreams — 

You  scare  them  away  with  your  screams. 
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THE  POET 


HE  is  the  violin  of  God,  I know, 

For  through  his  heart  all  nature’s  voices  flow; 

And  God  doth  play  the  songs  of  tossing  seas, 

And  winds,  and  stars  and  dryad-haunted  trees 

Upon  His  cosmic  instrument,  in  tune 

With  winter’s  blasts  or  bluebell  chimes  of  June; 

And  great  chords  from  space  come  throbbing  through 
With  sighs  of  dreaming  flowers  and  falling  dew 
That  flutters  from  Diana’s  tawny  hair, 

When  she  comes  dancing  in  the  twilit  air, 

Through  fragrant  woodlands  where  the  lilies  sleep. 

When  her  sad  eyes  the  silver  moonbeams  weep, 

The  trees  lift  fragile  hands  and  clasp  them  tight, 

And  shower  their  limbs  with  pale  and  dreamy  light; 

And  shadows  weave  them  with  their  eerie  dances; 

And  midnight’s  goblin  host,  that  grins  and  prances 
In  rings  of  magic  fire,  in  acorn  cups 
The  moonbeams  catch,  and  each  one  from  them  sups, 
And  fills  his  heart,  until  his  soul  doth  rise, 

And  stare,  a frightened  ghost,  from  out  his  eyes. 

He  hears  Apollo’s  laugh,  when  on  his  way 
He  sees  the  glistening  nymphs  below  at  play, 

And  how  they  poise  on  mossy  stones,  and  slide 

Past  roots  of  hovering  lily  fronds,  and  glide 

Like  slim  white  shadows  through  the  pool  that  flushes, 

And  how  they  hide  from  satyrs  in  the  rushes. 
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His  father,  Pan,  exhorts  him  from  the  valley 
To  watch  Aurora  rise  from  out  the  sea 
And  hover  on  the  hills,  and  tiptoe  through 
The  vales  and  plains  a-scattering  rainbow  dew 
Upon  the  flowers,  that  blink  their  numbed  eyes 
And  nod  as  Dawn,  a wistful  shadow,  flies 
Among  them — herald  of  the  day  to  come ! 

A lyric  voice  of  her  own  sorrow  dumb! 

The  Poet,  like  the  herald  of  the  sun, 

A voice  before  the  golden  age  doth  run, 

And  never  songs  of  his  own  sorrow  sings, 

But  gives  to  Universal  Sorrow  wings, 

That  she  may  fly  from  out  the  heart,  and  leave 
A place  for  joy  her  mystic  dreams  to  weave. 

But  though  his  heart  from  all  things  echoes  songs, 
Upon  its  strings  a secret  music  longs, 

As  perhaps  Ulysses’  flashing  oars  may  sound 
In  some  old  shell,  that  on  a beach  is  found 
Near  Athens,  or  some  ancient  bay,  afar 
Beneath  a tropic  sky  or  western  star. 
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FAERIE  SONG 


EVE,  where  art  thou? 

’Tis  a poet  a-calling: 

He  would  sing  thee  a vow 
Whilst  the  soft  rain  is  falling. 

With  the  wings  o'  a faerie, 
Dim-silvered  with  rainlight, 
Love,  fly  to  me, 

To  my  heart  from  the  night. 

My  heart  is  a glen 

All  saddened  with  beauty, 
Love,  make  it  heaven, 

For  now  it  is  Lethe. 

But  only  the  rain 

To  his  plea  gave  reply: 

Thy  vows  are  all  vain; 

Love’s  song  is  a sigh! 
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THE  DEATH  OF  SAPPHO 

Sappho 

O APHRODITE!  soft 
As  sighs  past  lilies  waft, 

Thy  feet  on  virgins  fall, 

And  harm  them  not  at  all. 

They  stamp  upon  my  heart 
Like  tempests,  till  it  smart 
With  fevered,  wild  desire. 

Thy  breath  to  me  is  fire! 

Death 

Sing  no  more,  O Sappho! 

But  beat  your  breasts  for  woe! 

Sappho 

My  silver  songs  are  sweet 
As  rose  and  breeze  that  greet — 

Death 

As  burning  lips  that  cling 
And  crush  with  eager  trembling? 

Sappho 

And  scatter  fragrance  rare 
On  hill  and  valley  fair. 

Like  rainbow  birds  a-hovering, 

Their  wings  like  dewdrops  fluttering, 
In  the  woodlands  of  the  dawn, 

While  yet  the  whispering  moon 
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Is  yearning  from  above 
On  their  radiance  and  their  love, 
My  words  harmonious  throng 
In  an  eternal  song 
Of  Beauty,  shy  with  truth. 

Death 

Alas!  your  stricken  youth! 

Sing  no  more,  O Sappho! 

But  beat  your  breasts  for  woe! 

Sappho 

My  breasts  are  drooping  flowers! 
Oh,  lonely  midnight  hours, 

When  stars  are  gleaming  tears 
And  clouds  are  withering  years! 

In  wistful  gloom  I wait 
Until  my  lattice  gate 
Shall  creak,  to  catch  his  feet 
Across  the  cobbles  beat 
In  scraping,  sandalled  haste, 
Through  shadows  subtly  traced 
By  leaves  and  windy  moonlight, 
To  my  casement’s  crimson  light. 

Death 

Sing  no  more,  O Sappho! 

But  beat  your  breasts  for  woe! 
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Sappho 

Alas!  my  heart  is  dumb! 

My  lover  will  not  come! 

Death 

Oh,  hark  to  the  song  of  the  sea! 

Sappho 

He  is  crying  and  pleading  for  me! 
Death 

Loosen  your  locks  to  the  wind ! 

Your  girdle  and  sandals  unbind! 

Give  him  your  breasts  and  your  lips! 

Sappho 

Are  these  not  better  than  ships, 

That  pace  through  his  wrath  in  disdain, 
And  mock  at  the  wind  and  the  rain? 

Death 

Down  to  the  rocks  and  over! 

Oh,  weep  no  more  for  the  lover 
Who  only  loves  your  song. 

This  love  can  never  belong 
To  the  passionate  Lesbian  singer 
Whose  songs  are  more  lovely  than  her! 
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After 

In  the  curls  of  the  pale  foam  lost, 

A white,  nude  body  was  tossed 
By  the  cruel,  gnarled  hands  of  the  sea 
That  cares  not  for  love  or  for  beauty, 
All  the  night  long ; but  when  Dawn 
Arose  ere  the  heralded  sun, 

And,  with  a wave  of  her  wand, 

Made  blossom  the  crags  of  the  island, 

It  was  hurled  on  the  knees  of  the  clifts, 
Out  of  the  reach  of  he  drifts, 

A frail  and  pitiable  thing 

That  no  longer  should  hunger  or  sing! 
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THE  VAGABOND’S  SONG 

OH  to  be  a vagabond ! 

And  oh  to  tramp  the  roads, 

Thrilling  at  the  blackbird’s  song 
And  laughing  at  the  moon. 

Oh,  to  beg  my  board  and  bed, 

Or  sleep  among  the  shadows, 

With  a counterpane  of  wind  and  rain 
And  the  white  moon  for  my  candle. 

Oh,  to  laugh  at  work  and  money! 

And  oh,  to  dream  and  sing! 

And  walk  and  wander  as  I will, 

Till  I come  to  St.  Peter,  and  sing: 

“ I am  only  a vagabond  singing  a song! 

Oh,  may  I not  stroll  into  Heaven? 

PH  trade  you  a song  for  a harp  and  a crown 
And  a pass  into  Heaven  thrown  in!” 
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THE  EVIL  GOD 


THE  mossy  wall  is  high, 

And  humps  against  the  sky 
Round  a mysterious  garden 
That  has  no  other  warden 
Than  some  strange  god  of  old, 
Whose  features,  cruel  and  bold, 
Were  wrought  in  Grecian  marble 
By  one  whose  heart  was  evil ; 

And  time  and  wind  and  dew 

Have  stained  and  marred  them  too ; 

But  these  could  not  efface 

The  leer  that  twists  that  face. 

Around  his  pedestal 

The  dank,  green  weeds  grow  tall ; 

And  morning  glories  creep 

So  high  that  they  can  peep 

Into  his  eyes  in  dread, 

And  curl  around  his  head. 

And  there  he  reigns  supreme, 

And  phantoms  by  him  stream, 
While  all  that  lonely  place 
Decays  before  his  face. 

You  see  that  fountain,  decked 
With  shrivelled  weeds,  and  specked 
With  mud?  That  yellow  slime, 
Caked  and  fringed  with  rime, 

Was  once  a dappled  pool 
Where  swayed  white  lilies  cool, 
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And  white  swans  floated  round 
The  fountain ; and  the  sound 
Of  falling  water  filled 
The  hours;  and  sweet  birds  thrilled 
The  trees  with  their  delight; 

And  sapphire-vestured  Night 
Came  like  a dream  and  stayed 
Till  Dawn  arose  and  played 
With  stars  above  the  flowers, 

And  tossed  down  silver  showers 
Of  moonbeams  on  their  faces 
And  lit  their  elfin  graces. 

And  then,  a marble  seat, 

Protected  from  the  heat 
By  bowering  trees,  was  set 
Beneath  the  god,  where  met 
Two  lovers  long  ago, 

Who  sighed  such  love  to  know; 

And  dreamed ; and  watched  the  fountain’s 
Swaying,  silver  curtains, 

Threaded  with  the  moonlight, 

Glimmer  in  the  night 

Through  dancing  leaves,  the  while 

That  god,  with  hideous  smile, 

Above  them  planned  each  life 
Of  sorrow,  doubt  and  strife. 
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A hundred  years  have  fled, 

Those  lovers  long  are  dead. 

I know  not  how  they  died ; 

But  on  the  night  he  sighed 
That  life  was  all  too  kind 
A thought  leapt  through  his  mind, 
While  all  the  gloom  about 
Was  weird  with  warning  swarms 
He  could  not  see — the  forms 
Of  other  lovers,  who 
Had  dreamed  beneath  this  bust 
Till  love  had  turned  to  lust. 
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A LULL 


ONE  awful  moment — co-eternal— 

My  soul  flamed  up  to  God, 

Embracing  sky  and  earth  and  All 
In  one  divine  Abode. 

Flame-wing’d  Peace  was  all  I knew — 

I felt  like  some  old  Dawn 
That  kissed  the  flowers  she  brimmed  with  dew, 
An  hour  before  the  Sun. 

Time’s  pendulum  swung  again 
And  God  was  lost  in  me, 

To  bear  again  this  life  of  Pain, 

And  tread  the  Way  to  Beauty. 
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